| Little while.
warm water.

Keeping the Coffee Pot Sweet.

there's anything that spoils a breakfast it's a carelessly
" kept coffee pot. Put a tablespoonful of carbonate of
soda into it, fill it nearly full of water, and let it boil for a
Then rinse thoroughly several times with

This Day in Our History.

T}l[Shlhcannimrydlhcunckoanﬂmce,RL

by King Philip in 1672. He was hunted down by the
‘colonists and slain by an Indian. Of this once powerful
tribe only two hundred were left. King Philip was the son
of Masassoit, the great friend of the whites. ;

The Four of Hearts
A‘ SERI‘AL OF YOUTH AND LOVE .
Cynthia Feels That by Marrying
Gerald She Will Make Every
One but Herself Happier.

By Virginia Terhune Vad
de Water. :

CHAPTER XXXVL

Copyright. 1918, Sigr Ca

ORA relleved the tension of the
D situstion by a light laugh.

T

“Why, mother.,” she teaned,

®you look a&s if you had seen &

Fhost!”
Her motber tried to smile. "1
Raven't!” she retorted “But I

thought you wers In the library,
daughter, and, when [ called you,
and saw It was Cynthia who was
here, I was astonished I mupposed.”
turning to her nlece, “that you wers
still at Mr. Van Ssun's”

"1 returned a llttle while age”™
Qynthiz expiained

“Whers are your hat and cosil?”
Mra, Livingstons ssked. glancing
around

“Upstairs, of course,” Dora speks
pafors Cynthia could reply. “You
would not expect as carsful a girl
a8 Cyn lo leave them I¥ing around
down here—would you, mother™

Mre. Livingstone smiled agaln,
but more paturally now. “Then
you have been in for some time,
Cynthia™ ahe observed. “In that
cape, I understand. I note” Jook-
ing Into the lbrary., “that you
young people have forgotien to
turn on the lghta But” with a
slgnificant lift of the eyebrows,
“fAre-light is pleasant. undsr some
cireumstances, lan't It™

Cynthia did not speak, and Gerald
BStewart came 10 her rescue.

“f must be golng, Mre Living-
stona, he said. “May 1 call again
this avening? T would like to have
a little talk with Mr. Livingstone,
i will be direngaged™

“We—Miiton, mother, C¥n lr\%
=aré going 1o the Philhsrmonic To-
alght”™ Dora announced brusguely.
“Don't come when we are oul”

“He ls coming 10 see your father,
my dear.” her mother reproved.

Then, to Mr. Stewart—"1 know that
Mr, Livingstone will be In gnd dla-

“Thank you'™ Mr. Stewarl sald
formally. “Good-plght”™

Dera frowned with wvexation' at
the calm manner In which her
mother ignored her suggestion and
at Gerald's submiasion to the mat-
rou's edict. Some of this vexation
she upttered to Cynthiz as the two
girls weres on their way upstairs to
@&ress for the evening.

“J wish mother wers not S0 mag-
$sterial!” sha compiained “The
eool way In which she brushes aside
my ldeas is the llmiL"™

An Explanation. .

But Cynthia's thoughts were eine-
where, and sghe @14 not reply.

“By the way." Dora remarked
Jater, looking into Cynthia's roem
from the DREsSAge beiween that and
Bear own room, 'l am much obliged
io you for following my lead
guickly and golng into the library
to talk to Gerald. [ could not ex-
piain then what the matter was
To tell tha truth 1 J4id mot want
mother 1o know | had been |n there™

“*Why not™ Cynthia pulled her-
pelf out of her awn reflections o
ask this natural gquestion

“Becausa she doean't llke ma to
talk to any man except Milton™

L1}

Dora avaded. “So 1 just called you
in thare right after I heard her
coms in the front door and go up-
sizlra 1 knew ahe would be right
back. I was sure she saw Gerald
through the fire-lit window as ale
cams up the front stepa”™

“] don't sea why shs nesad have
cared If you were In the library
with him,” Cynthis argued.

“All the more reason why It was
nice In you to do as I asked—I
mean If you saw no sense in my

asking 1. 1 say. Crn, are you wor-
ried sbout anything? You leok
#0."

“Ne“: Cynthia forced a amile. *I
am a littls tired, perhapa”

“Weuld you rather not go to the
Philharmonic to-night?™ Dora quer-
ted anxieusly., *7 mean—would you
rather stay at Mome and talk (e
Gerald Btewart™

“Indesad I would net!"
swer was wso prompt that
looked relleved

"Wall, I'm gla@ you're going with
us” she admitted. *1 will let you
and Milton amuse mother and me.”

“l fancy you will manage Lo
amuse asch othe ou and Milten,~
Cynthis remark “And mow, mY
dear, ] must hurry and dresa, or
1 shall be late to dinner”™

“There is always such a rush
nowadays that I never have &
chance for & good, long talk with
you,” Dora grumbieds Bometims
soon we'll have a regular heart-to-
heart talk, won't we, Cyn? There
are lots of things I'want to fess up
te you about™

The an-
Dora

|Cynthia Promises.

“All right.,” Cynthia agresd “we
will have that talk soon.”

8he turned to the mirror and went
on with her dressing. She fTelt that
she ought to tell her cousin of her
engagement to Btewart but did net
want to 4o wo now. She could not
trust herself to speak of the mat-
ter hurriedly .In
that the twe girls weould ba te-
gether before dinner. She was un-
happy and could not pretend to be
happy just yer Flowever, shes must
sot accustomed to the new condl-
tion of affairs as soon &5 possible,
for she was sure |t was of ber that
Gerald Stewart wished to talk this
evening to Mr. Livingstone.

She dressed rapidly and her |
thoughts kept pace with her fiFing
NEera,

Her aunt had been right. Gerald
Livingsion® .ovee. b she
the ons dear thing !n his lonely
Jife. She must marry him. That
was her evident duty.

BShe was glad tnat ths thought
of marrying him for a homes had
net entered her mind when hs pro-
posed to her. She had sccepted
kim only because she 4id not want
eny man to auffer as she was capa-
ble of suffering. Surely she Wwas
doing right Her marriage to Ger-
ald would make him happy. It
would please her relatives.and re-
lisve them of the burden of her
support. It would prove Lo Dara
that thers was no reasen for her
o be Jjealous of ber cousin and
Milten—If she had sver really besn
Jenlous,

Yen averyons wauld be happler
for her having se! aside her own
s~ifish hopea and desaires. She hers
self was not happy. but there was
entisfaction !n the consclousness
that she was the oniy one whe
would suffer for her actlon.

(Te Be Contiawed.)

Pu;s in Boots Jr.

A PLEASING GOOD-NIGHT SERIES

By David Cory.

' OW Jet ma see In ths last
N story we left llttie Puss Ju-
nior in the castie of the great
mountain glant who made lron mit-
tans and brass beits and kept a mill-
for bees in & great glass house Tull
of lovely flowars Well, Puss didnt
stay thers very long. for he wanted
to see the world, asd a traveller
must bs ever on the go If he wants
to gel anywhere
o off s wiarted down
mountain side, and by and by he
aaw =& maiden standing on the
meadow., Her face was furned to-
ward the sun, and as the golden god
travelied through ithe hign heavens
the maidan's eyes foliowed his flam-
fag chariot. But Puss didn't know
that for many davs she had stood
in that ore spot without food and
drink. Nor did she seem to pee him
a8 he drew near. And than, sll of a
sudden, he notlced that her feet and
limbe changed Into & graceful stem
and her face into a flower which
still followed the sun. And then
from & bush nsearby that little wel-
jow bird, whose name [ shall teil
you soms day. began to sing

Bhe loved the grest sum dn his
wagon of flame

a aswift through the aky every
morning ke came,

Byt be turmed not to look en the

maid in deapair,

Btsnding lone on the meadow with
wind-ossed hair,

But swift through the hescens he
rolied in his car

o the West where the portals of
pold were sjar,

gl of lost the sod wmolden took
roof in the meld,

jllnd changed 1o o runflower gias-
ning of pold

Dh, dear me” cried Uttls P

-

the

4

+ Junlor, “I shall never look at & sun-

fSower without thinking of this sad-

oyed malden,” and then he turned
his fooutsisps toward a grove of
trees where another maiden sat

weaving embroldery.

“May I look ut your work™ saked
Puss, palitely. And the maldeyn
answered yes, and pretiy soon she
told him that she was trylng her
ekill againet a godfesa

“You are dolng = dangerous
* sald littls Puss Junlor, for
learned a gecd deal about
gods and goddesses duriag his jour-
ney throuxh the Country of the
Gode. And so bave you, 1 hope,
little readers of this slory of Puss
in Bootls Junler. *

Well just then. all of & sudden,
an old woman drsw near and in
& low wolce warned the malden nol
te stir up the wrath of the goddess,
Hut the maiden only laughed anu
kspt on with her weaving. And
then the old woman dropped her
cloak and mask and stood there,
the very goddess harsalf

And, oh, dear me! How frilh!-.
aned tha! malden waa, but she did
net ahow [t but kept to her work
whilse the goddess sat dewn and
weaved & mort beautiful cloth that
far sxceeded In beauty that of the
malden And then ths goddeas
arose and sald:

“Hereafler you ghall be a gpider
and gpin your web upon the bushes ™
And at once the malden becams n
Httle black spider and spun o silver
waob and a big blue-winged fiy flew
by and canght himself in the slen-
dar threads. And after that the
goddess smiled at Puss and Slsap-
pearsd, and little Puse Junler went
upon his way thropgh the wender.
ful Country of the Goda

Cuprright, 1088, Duvid Oery.)
(Te Be Comtinwed.)
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Smart Gowns for Afternoon and Evening

Simplicity Is the Keynote of the Modish Creations in These Times
of Economy of Material. '

"To My Sweetheart Soldier

MISSIVE FROM WIFE TO HER HUSBAND

Dearest:

We bave tried ms hard as we can
lo hreak Mammy af peeking
through the curtains before sbhe
opens the front door! DBut it can't
be done. When I remonsirate wilth
her, she anawers with an argument
which lraves Mme apeech]ess—
“Folkases have to be looked at, after
they're In, honey chile! =0 why

are they ashamed to be looked at
before? I'm golng to know what I
lets in before | does it

Today the bell rang,
beat Ceeley to the

iteed Marathon:

and Marr

donr by a

Such fascinaty

does the door bell bhave for us

this small town! Mammy pecked
through the curtaln and turned
back., “Aren't you Eving lu open
the door, Mammy, dear.” 1T asked
“There aln't nobody there, nd I
ain't gulng o open |1 fur e
spooks,” she answered as shie rocked
firecely back to the kitchen Just
then the beil pealed threugh the
house once more with ter ying
persistence. 1 opened the door, and
falrly fell back In astonishment at
whal 1 saw., There on i camp stool
close agalnst the house, sat the odd
est little figure I ever liope to see
Bhe was old—very old, 1 guess —and
dresaed in every color of the rain
bow'! As [ beheld her, T roalized

that Joseph's cont of many col

was not & childhood's dream
mon and the lilies of the field would

r=

Holo-

have blushed with shame at their
Inferior ralment. ler hat was a
marvelous pokeq of purple, and lher

shoes were tan, and In between was a
costume looking ha-
tween u Turkish
man scarf, and compoun
and greens and dashea «
ange.

“Good morning,” sald this
croature. “How do you do
she folded up her camp stool
followed me in where our
were. “How do you do, ladies all?
I'm so sorry I couldn’'t call when
you first came, but I've been sway
for m year, I went to an oid ladies’

home, but they very foolishly took
exception becauss 1 paved my but.
ter at table, and molded It up when

like =a

towel and =

red and wr-
] trange
And
nnd
mithers

|

l

I had enough, and sold it outside.
TPeopla are =0 apt to be jealous If

intelligence. 1

ane shows a
was wviry gi to  Jeav They
peedn’t think they hurt my feclings
a bit Food s so unreasonable
nowaday it's hest to cook your
own victuals and know what you've
gt I bought & soup bone for B
ernts and s fster and me had
three meals off of it, snd then a
plumber came In 1o do a Job, and
we EAY him & mra nid he said
My g ' that's the best moeal
of preass U've had sinee the war
bogar mister 't very well
but ¥ chirpod up guite a bit
- wr hashand died He died
1 weil, und | can e o big
hange In I I They were
i wil fve vears ago, bul & was
nls mbirrassing, Jeopia
would ask us wherever wa went,
‘Are vou widows?" and we didn’t
kne what to & Now it is such
"  § We 11 SaY we are
widos Sister hins n habit of fall-
Ing it of bed. Sa 1 have her sleep
on the oor 1t i= much better that
way 1 have to do most of every
thing. Sister ean’t do much
“Taday T've been pulling away
winter undorwear. There wia Jots
of thing= Lo awayv! 11 niee
clut? 1 11 tressy clothes L EAC]
falling wit me, but 1 hops no
o Ve 1 mynd | have nlce,
dressy 8 1 I r
wi I try it i ffer i
by ' bring valn, foullihh hoprs
} e st
A ow 1 .
¥ ' I
ve ri
' i '
San = 4
i I wu
1 ! O
AR
were waklug ¥ '
Manany rockml
room with o Dol
“Here, now, lay back in your chalrs
all of you, and snuff this camphile’™

Ax soon us 1 can cateh my breath,
beloved, and find out who this little
creature Is, I'll Jet you know. Hut
for now your czhausted wife says,

GOOD-NIGHT.

| 8 4

wear.

A street frock
for the
mild days
of pussy
willow in
navy blue,
with @n
unusual
collar
of while
Georgetle

S S

FROCK that has a summery look,
even though designed for evening

It is made of pussy willow

d taffeta, with drapery of gold net edged
with stripes of ostrich in blue.

Advice to the Lovelorn

By BEATRICE FAIRFAX.

Meeting Men.

DEA'R MISS FAIRFAX:

We are thres college giris,
and we are consldered good-lovk-
ing. We dreas wall and have
many opportunities to entertaln

Unfortunatsly, our achoo! is not
co-educational, se we do nuot have
any opportunitios 1o meat men,

We are members of tha ¥. W.
C. A. and many clubs. "an you
suUgEest ways uf meesting men be-
sides flirting with them? HETTY.

F course I'm golng te advise you
emphatically againat any templ-
tations to filrt. And then I am go-

& ers of your girl ¥rienda,

thelr ao-

qualntances, the gmons of friends of

1

your family Of course. youth longs
| for Enyely and romance and It
doesn’'t want to walt, but it often
has to walt Golng out with the
| avowed purposs af n ing mas-
| euline mequaintances would do you
{ no good at all. for It would prob-
ably maks you over-sager and, an,
unattractiva Ju=t be friendly,
ready to give kindly Intersst to
every one You meer and eventually
vyou will fArm a clrele of friends
| that will include men as well as
girin This ea not sound llke

very useful advice, I know, but It is

ing to add a word to which I!m- | the only aafe advice T csn glve you.
petuous youth will naturally objest: | Just go nlong snietly and calmly
- jent In | mnka friends with all you mest, and
Be patle the natural course of dan’t run eo sageriyv after love that
events you do meet men, the broth- l you frighten It away
Household S ti
RAefora cleaning outl a Arsplace # invalvahbls Als'ufectant and deodor-
sprinkle & good handful of tea- tser, and Is cheap anough 1o be used

lsaves among the ashes. This makes
the ashes #ift more easnlly and pre-
vents tie dust from fAylog about the

roam.
. s

When bolling exgs wet the shells
thoroughly with cold water before
placing them in bolling water, n.ml

they will not erack,
- = =

Chloride of lime ia solution ls an

-i.nl:-' or waekl
apd elnk dralna
- - -

¥ o flush waste Dipes

Tin
stalned may be cleaned by dipping

that has becoms rusty or
tha cut surface of a raw potato In
fine Bath-brick and rabbing well

with thia

- - - -
To stiffen fine musiin or whits
| laoe, dip them in skim mil,

[

|

The Wolvesof New York

A STORY OF LOVE AND MYSTERY

Armed With Letters From Lillian t
Mrs. Borradale and Esther, Pietro
. Goes For Ransom and Fails.

Here's What has Already
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alone, Bhe made what toiletts she
could and exchanged the ecoarse
cloak she had been wearing for her
own clothes. Then she lald herself
down, fully dressed, upon tha bed,
) and alept for several hours from
sheer physical fatigue.

Pletro Retarns Emply Handed.
Bhe al#pt through the day, and she
bad barely risem from her bed and
made a falnt attempt to eat some
food when Pletro returned His

“Mra, Borradale ls 111" said the
man hoarsely. “She was taken il &
few dars ago—thres or four—at
Helm Court. They have moved her
to the Towers. She cannot speak &
word, and no one may talk to her,
::r; ';Icrudlhh'uh ber night and
“You saw him*™

' No Hope in Sight.

*“T sent In your letter, but he re
fused to see me. FHo bade his fol-
lows throw me out ™ Pletro glanced
rusfully at his disgrdered coat
“They handled me roughly,” he add
ed, with the addition of a string of

I “And Miss Vassell ™
“I want om to Hilm Court Miss
Vassell has gone abrosd with har

the country—that you will never let
me see You again”

“1 can but give you my word®™
sald the man. “And you know that
It |s wisest for me to go away.”

Word of No Value.

“Your word is of no walue,™ re-
plied Lillian, *but this I will do. I
wiil ask for & check payable te
mysslf, and I will go to the bank
with you to cash it. 1 will hand
you the money in some public place
where [ shall Teel myself In safeiy.
After that You may g0 AWay or stay
in New York as you please. [ will
trust to my own wit to avoid any
further plots you may |sy against
me, and, if you remain, I shall fesl
myself at liberty to take any re-
prisals I think At These are the
terma upon which I wiil work with
you. If vou do mot accept them,
you may kill me at once for all I
care. My life Is of no great valus
to me. -

Pletro looked at her with some
admiration in his eyes.

~] do mot wish to hurt you. sig-
nora,” he said. *“Your terms are
fair enough. and [ accept them.”

“Very well. Fetch me writing
materials, and I will give you two
letters which ¥you Tmay act upon
todny. You will go yourself?

“(“srtainly, signora. I trust this
to mo one else.™

“But wsupposing the rolice are
called in? [ cannot guarantee you
Against that, you kmew™ .

Appeal to Esther and Mrs. Borradale

~] say at once If the police call-
ed In—If Pietro not return—Sig-
pora Lillian she will be found dead.
And what T say will be true,” he
added meaningly.

“J spoe,” said Lillian. BShe went
to the table upon which the Itallan
had lpl‘illl ink, pen, and paper. She
wrole hér letters with a firm hand.

“It is possible that you may re-
ceive the whole sum at eithsr ons
of these addresses. Go to Mra Bor-
radale first.” Lillian handed him
the two letters as she spoke, “Falil-
ing there go to Misa Vassell, who
lives close by, If Mre. Borradale s
not at the Towers she !s ail Helm
Court” The man nodded. *It will
take me all day to go and return,”
he sald

“Yems, If Mra Borradale is obdu-
fate you may point out to her that
! have s complete statement of the
mystery of Adderley Manor written
out, and that it will becoms public
property after my death. You may
ask her this guestion, too: Why
does the urkﬁl( of & dog at night
time make her feel faint®™ She will
understand. e you follow me™

“&i, ai, signora—and Miss Vas-
sell™

“You must not threaten her, but
tell her that If she will do as I
wish it will immeasurably be to her
advantage, that Lillian has the
power to help her to the ebject of
her desire. There, that is all you
can do today, Will you go at once?™

Lillian Gets Her Breakfast

“At once, signora. Ah, and luck-
fly hera |s Marietta with your
breakfnst."”

As he spoke the Ttalian girl en-
tered the room with & tray upon
which was spread fare meager
enough but possible. from Lillian's
point of view. Marieila's brow
was stil! dark, and she glanced sus-
piefonaly at Pletro and the fmr Eng-
lishwoman, She stopped and picked
up a knife which lay where it had
falien upon the floor, and gquickly
concealed It in the folds of her
dresa,

“Frederico awaits you with the
organ, Marietta,” sald Pletro. “You
will go out at once and not return
till night, You understand?™

The girl nodded and made no an-

swer. Fresently she stole out of the
room.
A little later Lilllan was left

chaperon. It was by the doctor's
I definits orders. They refus te
give ma any address, and would not
| undertake to forward a letter. Mise
i Vassall was not to be bothersd by
] business, they mald. So there, Sig-.
nora Lillian, that is the result of
' your first day’'s hopea™
' “And my best™ groaned Lillian
* Bhe threw herself down on the bed
agmin and turned Ner face to the
wall to hide her tears. -

Epstome Calls on His Father,

With his usual 11! lgck In such
matters, Epstone electsd to call om
his father, with a view to reconcili-
atlon, on the same mornlog that
the testy old gentleman received
Lillian’s threatening lefier. Father
and son had oot met for some years,
for the prodigai—well provided with
money at that time—had left the
parental roof In & At of temper and
had never been Imvited to return to
it, When his difficulties arose, he
made one or two frantic appeals for
assistance, but these had beon re-
Jected with seorn.

Now, however, things seemed bete
ter for young Epstone. He was cleay
of hla difficulties owing to Gold-
smith's death and his abstraction
of the papers from the money lend-
er’as deak—those documents, includ-
ing the forged checks, which had so
often been used as a whip to lash
him with. The theft, If thert ¢
could be called, bad not been discov- *
ered, nor waa It likely to be. though
Epstone did mot forget that he
might have t0 reckon with Morris
In the matter. For'the present ev-
erything was in confusion, and the
police wera In possession of the
money lender's house and property.

Xo Trace of the Murderer.

The central office detective bureaw
was on its metal this time, but, as
before, the keenest efforts to trace
the mysterious murderer seemed
futile. This was the third murder
that was apparently committed by
the same hand, and there seamed no
prospect of the criminal belng ar-
rested.

Senator Epstone lived In Bryast
Square. Hig house was furnished
with the o luxury which seemed
appropriate to a man of professed
austerity. He himself suited hia

The Senator sat In his study, &
heavy frown on his brow, when his
son was shown In. Charles entered
the room jauntily, and as if he fully
expectied to be warmly welcomed.
He had merely went his father a nots
the night before to announce his
coming. and he had half anticipated
to be refased admission. His jaunty
alr, therefore, on entaring the study
was adopted In arder to convey the
idea that be had not feared any
such action on his father's part. In
his heart he was very much afrald
of the stern, grim old man.

“How do you do. father™ he
said, awkwardiy extending his hand.
“You're looking " Which was
distinctly untrue, bhut young Ep-
stone was too nervous (o give the
matter any serlous donalderation.

(To Be Continued Tomorrow) '
VCogyriadt by W. L Hearst)

_ADVERTISEMENT

For a Shiny Nose
And Bad Complexion

Parin.—Famour artresses
beautiful complexions o the fullowing
French Beauty Recipe: Wasn your face
with buttermilk and rub in a tsaspoonfol
lof Creme Tokalon Hoseated, wipe the
face dry and apply Poudre Fascination
—a very fna complexion powder pre-
pared especially for shiny noses nid had
|¢um;runlun Roseated cream |s diferentd
| from all others. Complexion blemishes
| are hanished and surprising results pro-
| duced after a single application In many
| instances. Success guoraniecsd or money
back. Bupplied at uny good (ollet
| connter,
| Storea, O’Domwmell's, Liggetty’ Riker-
Hegeman, Associated Drug Stores, M.
Goldenberg's, Langburgh & Bre.
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Amowg others Pepple's Drug
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